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ise which he most solemnly made to return and perform
Roger Malvin's obsequies, It was remarkable that the
latter, speaking his whole heart in his parting words,
no longer endeavored to persuade the youth that even
the speediest succor might avail to the preservation
of his life. Reuben was internally convinced that he
should see Malvin's living face no more. His generous
nature would fain have delayed him, at whatever risk,
till the dying scene were past; but the desire of existence
and the hope of happiness had strengthened in his
heart, and he was unable to resist them.

"It is enough," said Roger Malvin, having listened
to Reuben's promise. "Go, and God speed you!"

The youth pressed his hand in silence, turned, and
was departing. His slow and faltering steps, however,
had borne him but a little way before Malvin's voice
recalled him.

"Reuben, Reuben," said he, faintly; and Reuben re-
turned and knelt down by the dying man.

"Raise me, and let me lean against the rock," was
his last request. "My face will be turned towards home,
and I shall see you a moment longer as you pass among
the trees."

Reuben, having made the desired alteration in his
companion's posture, again began his solitary pilgrim-
age, He walked more hastily at first than was consis-
tent with his strength; for a sort of guilty feeling, which
sometimes torments men in their most justifiable acts,
caused him to seek concealment from Malvin's eyes;
but after he had trodden far upon the rustling forest
leaves he crept back, impelled by a wild and painful
curiosity, and, sheltered by the earthy roots of an up-
torn tree, gazed earnestly at the desolate man. The
morning sun was unclouded, and the trees and shrubs
imbibed the sweet air of the month of May; yet there
seemed a gloom on Nature's face, as if she sympathized
with mortal pain and sorrow. Roger Malvin's hands were